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The queen sent me to see how you were us'd,
For she relents at this your misery :
And what eye can refrain from shedding tears,
To see a king in this most piteous state ?

K. EDW. : Weep'st thou already ? list a while to me.
And then thy heart, were it as Gurney's is,
Or as Matrevis', hewn from the Caucasus,
Yet will it melt ere I have done my tale.
This dungeon where they keep me is the sink
Wherein the filth of all the castle falls,

LIGHT. : 0 villains !

K. EDW. : And there, in mire and puddle, have I stood
This ten days' space ; and, lest that I should sleep,
One plays continually upon a drum.;
They give me bread and water, being a king;
So that, for want of sleep and sustenance,
My mind's distemper'd, and my body's numb'd,
And whether I have limbs or no I know not.
0, would my blood dropp'd out from every vein,
As doth this water from my tatter'd robes !
Tell Isabel the queen, I look'd not thus,
When for her sake I ran at tilt in France,
And there unhors'd the Duke of Cleremont.

LIGHT. : O, speak no more, my lord ! this breaks my

heart.
Lie on this bed, and rest yourself a while.

K. EDW. : These looks of thine can harbour naught but

death ;

I see my tragedy written in thy brows.
Yet stay a while; forbear thy bloody hand,
And let me see the stroke before it comes,
That even then when I shall lose my life,
Hy mind may be more steadfast on my God.